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GEOBGE B.  LOSING TO JOHN"  G.  WHITTIEK.

LISBON, December 22, ;

I was happy in being able to make the old em-
peror comfortable. He looks very old, has no
light or joy in his face, and dwells on the past
with touching devotion. He talks of you and
Longfellow and Agassiz, and Alexander Agassiz
and Quincy Shaw, as if you had all been his bro-
thers.

Mr. Whittier's eighty-second birthday was spent
quietly at Amesbury. The day was observed quite
generally in the schools throughout the country.
The school children of Amesbury marched in pro-
cession to his house, and he made a few remarks
to them. One of the gifts he received was a beau-
tiful phial of gold sand from Africa, the golden
cover of which was ornamented with a fine sapphire
and a clasp of diamonds. This was from Abby
Hutchinson Patton, to whom he wrote: " Thy
name recalls the noble men and women who de-
voted their lives to the holy cause of freedom.
None more worthily bore their part in the great
contest than thy brothers and thyself. I always
think of dear N. P. Rogers when I think of you.
How he loved you and your songs I "

Among the letters and gifts which came to him
from all parts of the United States, and from other
countries, on these occasions, none touched him
more deeply and gave him more pleasure than the
affectionate remembrances of the students in the
seminaries of the colored people at the South.
Their gratitude and reverence for their benefactor